OVID'S METAMORPHOSES.                    81

From his divided beard two streams he pours;
His head and rheumy eyes distil in showers;       36o
With rain his robe and heavy mantle flow5
And lazy mists are lowering on his brow.
Still as he swept along, with his clenched fist,
He squeezed the clouds; the imprisoned clouds

resist;

The skies, from pole to pole, with peals resound, 365
And showers enlarged come pouring  on  the

ground.

Then clad in colours of a various dye,
Junonian Iris breeds a new supply-
To feed the clouds: impetuous rain descends ;
The bearded corn beneath the burden bends;      370
Defrauded clowns deplore their perished grain,
And the long labours of the year are vain.

Nor from his patrimonial heaven alone
Is Jove content to pour his vengeance down;
Aid from his brother of the seas he craves.,           375

To help him with auxiliary waves.
The watery tyrant calls his brooks and floods,
Who roll from mossy caves, their moist abodes;
And with perpetual urns his palace fill:
To whom, in brief, he thus imparts his will.         380

66 Small exhortation needs; your powers em-
ploy,

And this bad world (so Jove requires) destroy.
Let loose the reins to all your watery store;
Bear down the dams, and open every door/'

The floods, by nature enemies to land,
And proudly swelling with their new command,
Remove the living stones that stopped their way,
And, gushing from their source, augment the

* In all our earlier poets the word f* sea ** is occasionally
made to rhyme, according to the pronunciation of Hibernia,
as if spelled my.
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